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lo  sono  uno 

Conplete  e forte 

Ma  ancora  riolto  piccolo' 

Ma  ancora  nolto  piccolo, 

lo  sono  uno  tra  la  nassa 

Che  nai  finisce,  r,ia  e ed.  e rinnavata 

Costantenente , 

lo  sono  uno,  solainente  uno 
Unc  insignif  icanto  ^(pcco  iriportante)  uno 
Eque  uno, 

Eppure  Dio  mi  considcra 
E lai  fa  vivore  o iiangiaro  o vldorc 
E piangaro  od  a^iar-:.  c ponsarc, 

lo  sono^uno 
L ’uoLiG  o uno 
Dio  o uno , 

lo  sono  uno 
Un  inport  ante  uno' 

A Dio  od  all’uono. 
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And  kno^Ying  Ilozcirt 

and  your  incandoscont  tliiglis, 

CliaucGP 

and  tho  Incantation  of  yoTir  'breasts, 

tho  shock  of  brightness 

in  tho  yollov/  light 

of  sunlight 

on  tho  bold  gold 

fallen  loaves  beneath  tho  oak| 


Roiaenboring  cur  centuries, 

G-cya^’s  passion 

and  youj?  voice  and  laughter 

of  a child  and  Donne, 

and  loss  of  self  and  tine 

in  hidden  bonding 

violets  beneath  our  touchy 
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in  the  nano  of  any  son 
or  his  ancient  father's  face, 
in  our  3ote  af*tcrnbcn 
know  silence 
or  long  long 

a sleepless  v/atch  of  night, 
except  because  v/o  love 
v/o  no  an? 
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UKHUii;JI  B! 


Tho  big  black  alio;’  cat  is  dyings 
for  a aoncnt  it  is  a baby  crying. 


Then  I see  iili'i;  he  sees  r.;c 

and  no  VOS  heavily  a’.vay.  He 

looks  hurt  ogod  savage,  dees  joet  kmv; 

what  t^.  do  or  vdiere  to  g,c 

with  his  terror.  No  other  cats 

will  give  hiM  succ'^rs  cnouies  all. 

Ho  hides  here,  he  hi^es  there, 
where  can  a si^c'n  cat  hide?  where? 


There  is  no  sense  to  his  caterwaul:  that's 
his  prcdicanent.  Suffering,  alone, 
ho  is  no  noro  than  a cruel  /.nan, 
dirty  and  cold.  Ho  can  still  run 
swiftly  enough  not  to  bo  caught', 
but  his  hideous  death  has  begun. 

His  eyes  are  fierce  and  over-wr  ought 
and  fr'^ei  a c'^rnor  of  the  gard'en  ho 
foa:as  and  spits  rabidly  at  :.ie , 


I ar.1  f rightonodj  I cLarc  n.t  go  near, 
yet  his  fear  is  as  great  as  r.y  fGs.r| 
and  ho  v>/lll  nnc Jiiprohoniling  die 
madly,  wilh  stale  blood  in:  his  eye,' 
no  watchful  cats  about,  a nonentity, 
having  no  regret,  no  history. 


This  slcoh  blach  alloy  cat  w'l'-so  life' 
was  full  of  grace,  hunger,  'and  strife. 
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Pittsburgh,  Pennsyl vania 


I 


Enchanted  rhythms  dy^nc  in  the  wood. 

And  in  the  fields  the  sombre  scarecrows  turn; 

V'/hile  elderbushes  in  tlie  neenliyht  burn,' 

Lone  houses,  of  faint  glirjocr  wear  a hood. 

The  golden  haze  with  fragrant  tirnio  is  bound. 

Gay  numbers  aro  inscribed  upon  a" stone. 

The  children’s  ball^fron  hand  to  hand  is  throv;n, 

A tree  nearby  turns  swiftly  round  and  round. 

You  dream;  your  slgtcr  combs  her  flaxen  hair; 

You  road  the  letters  which  your  far  friends  sent, 

A faded  strav;-hat  leaves  its  clement. 

As  v/ondrously  ygu  hover  in  the  air, 

II 

Time  lapses  slov;ly;  ch,  sweet  Ilelics, 

Your  imago  in  the  toad-pond,  sweet  and  clcar-- 
Sec  in  the  sand  an  Udon  disappear. 

And  yellcw-harmcrs  cradled  by  the  bush, 

A brother’s  sudden  death  your  peace  offends; 

Kis  eyes  still  roach  you,  colder  now  than  steel. 

But  golden  haze  the  fragrant  th’-mo  reveals, 

A village  boy  dry  wooden  sticks  incends. 

And  lovers  live  again  in  butterflies; 

Hov/  they  dance  on  from  stone  to  nui.iborod  stone  I 
Crows  leave  their  prcy--thcy  picked  it  to  the  bene. 
Your  burning  forehead  the  soft  green  denies , 


Softly  a door  expires  in  the  thorns. 

The  child's  bright  day  along  with  you  does  flee. 
Grey  winds,  uncertain  and  capriciously, 

Spill  nouldy  scents  and  poison  the  pure  dawn, 

III 
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And  you  arc  scarce!  by  an  old  lullaby, 

A wonan  ncar^  you  gives  hor  child  the  breast,  ‘ 

And  while  her  fountain  flows  you  feel'  at  rest. 

The  apple-boughs  a sacred  hynn  descry. 

Arc  broad  and  wine  nado  sweeter  by  your  sweat? 

The  fruit  you  reap  is  norc  than  dividend. 

Forgotten  Rachel  greets  you  like  a friend, 
blicrc  grass  and  wood  the  day’s  grin  song  forget. 

Peer  servant's  v;onbs  are  blessed  and  blossor.is  bear| 
Yju  see  thoi:i  drearoing  at  the  fountain  stones. 

Each  taunted  heart  pursues  its  path  alone 

xlnd,  like  God's  creatures,  guiltless  silence  shares 
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It  did  not  begin  with  the  nativity 
but  with  the  r.iaking  of  stars. 

With  the  making  of  coal  and  the  coning  of  snow; 
V/ith  those  v/ho  lived  in  caves,  -having  no  fold. 
With  nonads  who  wore  hunters  before  shepherds , 


Vd'e  do  not  care  v;hat  Ho  looked'  like,  nor  Mary, 

V/lio  night  have  Byzantine  eyes, 
who  night  bo  goddess  or  woman. 

It  is  enough  that  the  first  snow  fell,  to  no  hand  lifte 
That  cold  was'  before  suffering,' 

;Si3.onco  and  sound  before  listening, 

.Yet  being  was  with  beginning. 


S'^io  rede  on  donkey-back. 

The  flakes  sifted  into  the  furrows  of  her  capo. 
And  her  hands  "'and  back  were  tense, 

..because  of  Joseph  beside  her 
So  anxiously  silent'.  A woiaan  forgets 


He  is  thirfing  of  her,  in  her  awe  of  his  nood'. 

So  they  cane  to  the  Inn,  to  end  the  beginning. 
Shepherds  under  Polaris,  onvihng  the  fla_io 
Tlirough  tho  v;obs  of  their  aching  fingers. 

Heard  snov/,  a low  hallelujah  through  grass. 

And  bon-unbed,  lay  close  to  tho  sheep  by  tho  fire. 
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Botlilohon,  Pennsylvania 


In  -ilutui'in,  v^orld 

kiiinci  tlirows  loavos  in  facco 

-^■^round.  -^^.roundJ  tho  snoko 

Of  'burning  leaves 

Along  the  v/alks  in  streets 

Deeply  covered, 

I walk  and  kick. 

They  softly*  shriek 
And  fly  Rod,,  Yellow, 

Tho  river's  cold.  It' rushes  dov:n. 

The  loaves  fly  tb  it. 

They  float  South, 

In  hernin'g,’  her  Id  VAiitOp 

Tho  frost,  \jot  prints  on  v/alks, 

I.Iy  hreath  is  visitlo. 

The  leist  curls  round  the  house, 

Tho  flooing  birds 
Yat  bits  of  broad 
In  brown  dead  garden 
And  leave. 

In  Tvoning,  h'orld  Grey, 

Tho  clouds  riin  run 

Across  the  nountains  and  the  towns 
Vfnero  lights  are  born  against  the  dark. 

The  Night,  A c'ld  windy  void, 

hhon  thin  branches  drop  upon  the  roof. 

And  dry  loaves  kiss  the  v/indov/panc . 

In  bed  the  foot  feel  war:-:, 

Tho  leafy  wind  speaks  love: 

Roraantic  things — punpkins,  hags  on  broons. 
Are  conjured  by  tho  r.iind. 

And  oven  toothless  death  is  thrilling, 
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i^UGUSTII^  AND  IN  TI-LJ  VT>v;; 

FROrl  OLIVLi^ 


Augustine?  /'iccupsed.  countryside,  lush 

And  spectroi.ied  hy  imposing  autur.in 
VJith  red  before  vile  sui.r:or*s 
Green  is  gone,  holding,  high 
Yo^nr  naoii.xary -hills  f or  the  cun  ' 

To  suck:  catch  syphillis  and  die! 
irny  should  you  be  tickled  by  the  wind 
And  boar  great  globes  of  fruit' 
Proniscuously?  You  sin,  I sayk 
I say,  “Catch  syphillis  and  dioj-' 


Lawrence?  The  earth,  ah,  the  carthi  The  co.rth 
Is  a virgin  dancing, 

A good  and  gay  and,  gentle  girl 
h'ith  flowers  in  her  hair 
And  green  gauze  v/rappod  about  her. 
Bound  around  with  scarle  t ribbon; 

Tho  earth  is  a virgin 
Pirouetting  to  the  stars f applause 
And  the  sun’s  "Kii  Hii“ 

Tho  earth  is  a virgin  dancing  freely. 
Young  breasts  firu. 

And  fruits,  bright  baubles. 

Gifts  of  seasons  worshipping, 

T loving  with  her  not  ion; 

;Ji,  the' earth  is  a virgin 
Dancing,  eyes  blue,  breath  sweet, 
xTnd  'if  I wore  a do-icing'  nan 
I’d  give  this  girl  a go. 


August irxG : 


You  Brotlior  Lav:ronco,  arc  a lascivious  old  fool,’ 
And  tho  v/ay  you  got*  to  Hoavon  is  quito  beyond  no 


La’.vronco ; 


'Tis  truo, 
»Tis 


v/hat  you 
truo. 

All,  ^tis 


say,  Augubtino, 
truo , 
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ITov/  York,  City 


Volm^G  II,  No,  2 of  Quintain  is  publisliod. ' 
in  a linitod  edition  of  'ono  hundrod  fifty, 
single  copios,  ton  centa^ 

« 

Issues  of  Quintain  aro  on  sale  at: 
Laiibcrton  I-.all,  tITg  Supply  Bureau,  and  ' 
the  office  of  the'  Depart; idnt  of  English, 
Subscript iojis  : :^2,00  per  year,  iiailod. 


The 

ori 

in 

or 


Editors  would  appreciate  receipt  of 
ginal  poetry  and  prose  for  publication  . 
■Quintain,  Inf ori'.iati'on  regarding  pa;,Ticnt 
copyright  author izaticn  forwarded  up . n 


incuir 


hddre  S3  all  cen;  iuni  c at  ions 
Christiaas-Saucon  Hall,  Lchi 
Betliloheoi,  Pennsylvania , hi 
be  typed. 


to  Quintain, 
cr'p.  71  ni  s 1 ‘h*^r 

1 1;1SS,  should 


Quintain  wa; 


established  at  Lehigh  Universito^ 


.n  Sv 


bv 


;iiber,  1953 


R.  G,  Cunninghaio  ( University  of  Delaware  ) 
E,  li,  Houlehan  ( University  of  hichigan  ) 
Calvin  Israel  ( Lehigh  Unio’crsity  ) 

E,  Lo\u''  ( University  of  'Vi  scons  in  ) 

^dgar  H,  ^ Lehigh  University) 

E.  V/ebber  ( Dartjiouth  College  ) 


